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arm through that of my Russian escort, who was just a little
less drugged than myself. For forty-eight hours I suffered
torments, my hands turned violet, and the skin of my face
shrivelled as if I had been dead some days! Impossible to
sleep or eat, my heart gave me no rest. I was violently (if such
an adverb applies) wide awake. For five hours I wrote and
wrote, committing the wildest thoughts to paper in a hand-
writing that is unrecognizable. Those p£ges of effusion I still
preserve. They are entirely outpourings about my disap-
pointment of the Russian Revolution.
It is easy to laugh. It was certainly foolish and hysterical,
but I had cared, I had believed. My life had been uprooted,
my friends lost, my family alienated, all because of my belief
in Russia.
It was winter now. I returned to the Baltic determined to
tear up the roots that bound me to East Prussia. The future
must unravel in some other direction. I had not an idea
where or how, and while I wondered it snowed and snowed and
kept on snowing. A wonderful silence prevailed, a silence
that one imagined like the desert, for the snow muffled every
sound. It was also like death, and harmonized with the
funeral in my own heart.
So beautiful however was the place, and our little snowed-up
home, that I might have found some difficulty in wrenching
myself away, but I was torn from it by a cable from Herbert
Swope, who ordered me suddenly to London to " cover " the
first Labour Government. I started off, leaving the children
and their governess to liquidate everything and follow. As
the train was snowbound, I was obliged to drive all the way
to Konigsberg by sleigh, and I knew that I saw that country
for the last time.
II
Rakovski was Soviet representative in London. I teard
through a friend that he was " surprised " I had not been to
see him. I had not dared, of course, after the publication of

